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Marty, Parte IV 
Delbert Mann, Dir. (1955)	
 
Back at the Stardust Ballroom, Angie makes his way through the crowded dance floor. He looks worried, 
maybe even angry, in striking contrast to the happiness of the dancers around him. He’s looking for 
Marty.	
Angie walks and turns his head, spins around, walks a little more. Finally he leaves the dance floor and 
crosses to the tables where people sit drinking and talking. He leans against a pole but can’t keep still 
and, with a look of consternation, he takes off again on his search.	
 

He leaves the ballroom. As he passes the cashier, someone asks him, “Hey, Mac, anything good inside?” 	
“A bunch of dogs,” Angie grumbles in response.	
 

In the men’s room, an attendant in a white shirt is reading the paper and smoking, under a sign 
advertising 25-cent shoe shines. Angie bursts in, yelling, “Hey, Marty! Marty, you in here?” We see his 
troubled face reflected in one of the mirrors over the row of hand basins.	
The attendant looks at him briefly and then goes back to his paper. No one answers. Angie frowns and 
leaves.	

 

Angie hurries down the stairs toward the street exit, arms at his sides, spine straight, a serious look on his 
face. But, halfway down, he stops. He puts his hands in his pants pockets and considers. As two men in 
blazers go up the stairs, Angie continues to descend.	
 

A dissolve brings us to a luncheonette, where Marty and Clara are sitting at a small table by the wall. 
Marty is laughing uproariously as he tells a story from his army days. Clara laughs along with him, at first 
covering her mouth modestly, but finally, letting go as they both laugh together uncontrollably. 	
 

Some time has passed. On the table, we see a small plate with a fork, some fragments of pastry, and an 
array of crushed cigarette butts. Apparently Millie and Angie have been forgotten. 	
As Clara listens, head propped on her hand, Marty says, “When I got outta the army, Clara, I was lost. I 
didn't know what I wanted to do. I was twenty-five years old. What was I gonna do? Go back to my  
 
old job at forty cents an hour? I thought maybe I’d go to college under the G.I. Bill*, you know? But my 
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brother Freddie, he wanted to get married. I had three unmarried sisters – in an Italian house, that's a 
terrible thing.”	
 

“So I just went to pieces. I used to walk the streets till three, four o'clock in the morning. My poor mother 
used to be so worried about me. God forgive me what I'm gonna say now, but I used to think of doing 
away with myself. I used to stand in the subway sometimes, and God forgive me what I'm going to say, I 
used to feel the tracks suckin’ me down under the wheels.”	
Clara interjects, “Yes, I know.”	
“I'm a Catholic, you know, and even to think about suicide is a terrible sin.”	
“Yes, I know.” 	
 

“So then Mr. Otari, he offered me this job in his butcher shop, and everybody pleaded with me to take it. 
So that's what happened. I didn't wanna be a butcher.”	
Clara reassures him, “There's nothing wrong with being a butcher.”	
“Oh, it’s not an elegant profession. It's in a lower social scale. People look down on butchers.”	
“I don't.” Another reassurance.	
 

Marty goes on, “Well, the point is: Mr. Otari wants to sell his shop now. It's a nice little shop. I handle his 
books for him, so I know he’s doing okay. Of course, you gotta worry about the supermarkets. There's two 
in the neighborhood now, and there's an A&P coming in, at least that's the rumor.”	
Looking at him intently, Clara says, “Marty, it's my feeling that you really want to buy this shop.”	
“That's true. I do. But it means I gotta take a loan out in the bank for eight thousand dollars. That's a big 
note to carry.”	
“Marty, I’ve known you for three hours, but I know you're a good butcher. You're an intelligent, decent, 
sensitive man. I have a feeling about you, like sometimes a kid comes in to see me for one reason or 
another. And some of these kids, Marty, in my classes, they have so much warmth in them, so much 
capacity. Well, that's the feeling I have about you.”	

 

Marty stares across the table at Clara. He looks almost like a child, vulnerable and grateful: she’s touched 
him.	
Clara continues, “If you were one of my students, I’d say to you: ‘Go ahead and buy the butcher shop. 
You're a good butcher.’" She smiles in encouragement.	
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Overcome with emotion, tears in his eyes, Marty looks down. It seems that many thoughts are racing 
through his mind. Finally, he says, “Well, there's a lotta things I could do with this shop. I could organize 
my own supermarket, get a buncha neighborhood merchants together. That's what a lotta them are 
doing.”	

	
He looks up, straight into Clara’s eyes and asks, “What do you think?”	
“I think... anything you want to do, you’ll do well.”	
“I’m Catholic,” he replies. “Are you Catholic?”	
“Yes, I am.”	
 

Coming back down to Earth, Marty says, “Look, I only got about three bucks on me now, but I only live 
about eight blocks from here, on the other side of Webster Avenue. Why don't we walk back to my house? 
I'll run in, pick up some dough, and we could step out somewhere.” 	
Clara hesitates, then stammers, “I really should get home. I told my father… ” But then, looking down 
shyly, she smiles and says, touching her face, “Well, I suppose a little while longer. Do you suppose 
there's some place around here I could put some makeup on?” 	
 

“Hey, Mac!” Marty hollers, loud enough to be heard by the whole bar. “You got a ladies’ room around 
here?” 	
“In the back,” a voice replies.	
“In the back,” Marty repeats, unnecessarily.	
Clara picks up her purse and heads towards the restroom.  Then, in the polite manner of the day, Marty 
rises briefly. In her absence, Marty contemplates the debris that they have left: a table crowded with 
empty cups, dessert plates and cigarette butts.	
 

By now, it’s past midnight. Clara and Marty walk along the bustling street on their way to his place. Their 
way is lit by newsstands, store windows filled with things on display, and a movie theater marquee.	
 

In the next shot, we see Angie walking angrily up the street, blazer buttoned, hands in pockets. He stops 
into his neighborhood bar and looks around. “Hey, Lou,” he asks the bartender. “You seen Marty?” 

	
“No, I ain’t seen him all night.” Two women at the bar turn to look, alert for breaking news.	
“Where is everybody?” Angie wonders aloud. Disgusted, he shakes his head and leaves.	
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Marty and Clara are walking slowly, in the background the elevated train, whose lights run across the top 
of the frame. Enjoying each other’s company, falling a little bit in love, the last thing on their minds is 
that someone might be wondering where they are.	

Marty has slowed down a little and is listening: Clara finally is able to share something of her own life. 
She’s talking about the long commute she’d have if she accepts the job she’s been offered. It would mean 
giving up the classroom and taking on a lot of administrative work. It’s a big decision.	

 

She’s also concerned about her father, who depends upon her. Marty responds, “Well, let me tell you, 
Clara, I think you’re kidding yourself. I mean, I used to think about leaving home, ya know? And that’s 
what I used to say: ‘My mother needs me.’ But, when you really come down to it, that ain’t it at all. We’re 
just afraid to go out on our own.” 	
Clara looks off into the distance, with a somber look. Noticing her distress, he tries to soften his tone: “I 
mean, it’s a big step when you go out on your own and… well, I think you’re kiddin’ yourself when you say 
your father needs you. Actually, you need your father. You know what I mean?”	
She looks up at him suddenly, but doesn’t say anything.	
“You know what I mean!” he insists. “You live at home now, and you got your father and mother there 
and, well, you could go on like that being a little girl all your life!”	
 
“I’m afraid of being lonely,” she confesses, looking straight into his eyes.	
“You won’t be so lonely,” he assures her. “You’ll make friends right away.”	
She laughs quietly and explains, “Actually, I don’t make friends easily.”	
“What are you talking about? You’re a real likeable person.” He encourages her to take the new job far 
away from home and tells her he’d even go up and visit her. “It would be real nice. Don’t be so afraid.” 	
 
They set off again, making their way to Marty’s house. They find the house enveloped in darkness.	
By touch, Marty locates the light switch and turns it on. He comments, “I guess my mother ain’t home 
yet. I figure my cousin Thomas and Virginia went to the movies, so they won’t be home until one at least.” 	
There’s an awkward pause, which Marty fills in by explaining, “This is the kitchen!”	
“Yes, I know,” answers Clara patiently.	
He invites her into the dining room. She takes a seat at the table but declines his offer of food, saying that 
she doesn’t think that she should stay very long. When he suggests that she take off her coat a minute, 
she acquiesces silently, and he helps her off with it.  
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Setting her coat and purse aside, he sits down at the table. Hands clasped, he says, “So I was telling you 
that my kid brother Nicky got married last Sunday.” He looks pleased to share this information. “It was a 
very nice affair! What a meal! I’m a butcher, so I know a pretty good hunk of meat when I see it.” He 
prattles on about different cuts of meat and their prices. 	
Clara looks uncomfortable and lonely. She’s hunched into herself: the ribbon at her collar is tightly 
closed, her lips are closed tightly. 	
 

Finally he notices that she’s not at ease. “Listen, Clara,” he says. “Make yourself comfortable, you look all 
tense.” 	
“I’m fine,” she insists.	
We see a grim look come over his face, much like the one he had in the phone call with Mary Feeney. 
Then the focus shifts away from him, and we have a clear view of Clara, her face illuminated in the 
darkness. 	
With a touch of bitterness, Marty says, “If you want me to take you home, I’ll take you home.” 	
“Maybe it would be a good idea,” she replies.	
 

They both stand up, and Marty gets Clara’s coat. He holds the shoulders of the coat as she slips her arms 
into the sleeves.  When she’s got the coat on, he tries to turn her towards him for a kiss. Clara looks 
stricken. “No, Marty, please!” she says.	
“I like ya, I like ya” he says. “I’ve been telling you all night that I like ya.” 	
“Marty…”	
“All I want’s a little kiss,” he says desperately.	
“No! No, Marty!”	
 

Still out of focus, he tears away from her suddenly. “All right, all right,” he says, loud and exasperated. 
“I’ll take ya home!”	
 

“All I wanted was a lousy kiss!” he defends himself. “You think I was going to try something serious with 
my mother coming home any minute?!” He turns and goes into the living room.	
“I just didn’t feel like it, that’s all,” Clara explains.	
Marty sits on the couch in the darkness, his eyes downcast, his forehead furrowed.	
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Clutching her coat closed, Clara slowly walks into the living room and stands next to Marty. She sits 
down close to him, looking very sad.	
“Well,” says Marty. “I’m old enough to know better. Comes New Year's Eve, everybody starts arranging 
parties, I'm the guy they gotta dig up a date for. I’ll just get a pack of cigarettes and take –” He starts to 
rise, but then he sinks down again.	
Clara says, “I'd like to see you again. Very much. The reason I didn't let you kiss me was because I just 
didn't know how to... handle the situation. You're the kindest man I ever met. The reason I tell you this is 
because I want to see you again — very much. I know that, when you take me home, I'm going to just lie 
on my bed and think about you. I want very much to see you again.”	
Marty has been looking down the whole time Clara has been talking. His face is awash with emotion. He 
closes his eyes, sighs and opens them again.	
 

Not looking at her, Marty asks slowly, hesitantly, “What are you doin’ tomorrow night?”	
“Nothing.”	
“I’ll call you up tomorrow. Maybe, we'll go see a movie.”	
“I'd like that very much.”	
“The reason I can't be definite about it now is because my Aunt Catherine is probably coming over 
tomorrow and I may have to help out.”	
“I'll wait for your call.”	
Marty finally looks over at her. “I better take you home now,” he says. “It’s gettin’ late and 	
the buses only run about one an hour.”	
“All right,” Clara agrees.	
“I’ll just get a pack of cigarettes,” he says. He goes to the dining room and takes a pack of cigarettes out of 
a drawer.	
 

As he comes back into the room, Clara walks towards him. He hesitates, then asks her, “What are you 
doing New Year’s Eve?”	
“Nothing,” she answers, with a slight shake of her head. 	
The moment seems right. Marty moves towards Clara ever so slowly, giving her plenty of opportunity to 
back away or to let him know that she is still not ready for a kiss. But she doesn’t budge, looking into his 
eyes as he brings his lips close to hers for a gentle kiss.	
After the kiss, Marty breathes a sigh of relief and embraces Clara, his face in her hair. They stay like this, 
savoring the culmination of their long evening together.	
 

 


